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The Spur 


DVERTISING such new 
standards to be lived 
up to. It gives aspur 

to improvement. Ten years 
ago one of the Eastern rail- 
roads had a locomotive which 
became famous for its speed, 
it was a marvel of its time. 
To-day that locomotive is re- 
placed by a monster, costing 
nearly twice as much. And 
what of the old locomotive? 
It is spending its last days— 
that ten year older—lI’m al- 
most ashamed to tell you, 
pulling an ordinary old milk 
train. Turn this over in 
| your mind. Advertising set 
| the standard to be lived up 
to. Therein lies the spur 
to improve the service for 
your benefit. 


QltaNibeffeuwe 
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REFUSE SUBSTITUTES 


Take the only and original 
ADVERTISERS’ NUMBER 
of JUDGE home with you. 
It will be out next week. It 
wouldn’t do to tell you too 
much about it. You’d miss 
the pleasure of a great sur- 
prise. Just be sure to havea 
copy of this number; you 
won't be disappointed. 

—Editor of Fudge. 
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IVVEGE'S POLITICAL BILLBOARD 
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THE HELPING HAND 
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I am the cook and the captain bold, And the bos’n tight, and the midshipmite 
And the mate of the Moosey brig, And the crew of the captain's gig 
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The Political Zoo. 


OLITICS is a serious business, on 
the whole, no matter what party 
falls or what rises to power. 

Happily, however, there is always 
woven into the political 
fabric a thread of hu- 
mor, and good-nature 
often turns aside 
thrusts intended _ to 
engender bitterness. 

Party emblems that 
figure on ballots represent the more seri- 
ous purposes and type the traditions of 
various political followings; but the 
emblems that the cartoonists and humor- 
ists have established are the more popu- 
lar, because they represent that cheerful 
mood in which a majority of persons at- 
tack politics without abandoning the 
earnest aim that underlies its manifesta- 
tions. 

If parties keep on multiplying, their 
combined symbols, if confined to ani- 
mals, will comprehend a zoo. The Re- 
publican Elephant, somewhat battered 
but still performing with the certitude 
and dignity that characterize that ani- 
mal; the Democratic Donkey, nowadays 
drawn with an aspect of perky confidence 
long lacking in his pictures and still 
able to kick with and without reason, 
and the newcomer in the larger political 
field, the Bull Moose, representing at 
the moment a somewhat heterogeneous 
mixture of political elements, will con- 
tinue to furnish amusement, thanks to 
the clever picture-makers, who seize 
upon every party foible for illustration 


x. @ | 


while the determined work of the cam- 
paign goes on. The Eagle still perches 
on every available point, and the Tam- 
many Tiger’s sinister figure looms in 
many a satiric composition. Over the 
political zoo Uncle Sam always holds a 
dominating staff. 

All such diversions are welcome to 
temper the bitterness which political 
battles inspire, and they will later serve 
to make more bearable any result of the 
election to persons who fight with losing 
phalanxes. 


Food for Thought. 


Possibly there is food for thought in 
the suggestion of a clergyman that there 
would be fewer divorces if all weddings 
took place in churches, in the presence 
of the friends of the man and woman, 
and with all the impressive ceremony of 
the ecclesiastics. 

The increasing tendency to have mar- 
riages hastily performed in justices’ 
offices detracts not alone from the vis- 
ible solemnity of the ceremony, but it 
fails to be impressive. Marriage that 
takes place in a musty office, whose at- 
mosphere is impregnated with the odor 
of tobacco smoke, may have been made 
in heaven, but appearances are the other 
way. 

Assuredly the estate of matrimony 
takes on more dignity when it is acquired 
in church, with grave surroundings, than 
when it is assumed in the presence of an 
official whose sole interest is in the fee 
he is to receive. And do not the divorce 
courts prove this? 
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On the Avenue. 


Those who spend the hot season in 
the city are granted some compensations 
that are denied to the eyes of the sum- 
mer resorter. One of the choicest of 
these is a humorous 
version of what we 
might expect a social 
revolution to do to the 
urban homes of the 
wealthy—a sort of 
prophetic glimpse. 

Behold the _ proleta- 

riat, in the person of a caretaker, sit- 
ting on the rich man’s porch, collarless 
and care-free, a corncob pipe in his 
mouth, and the soles of his shoes pre- 
sented to the street like signboards to 
advertise his comfort and his fine dis- 
dain for the etiquette of aristocracy. 
While children of assorted sizes coast 
down the stone banisters, Mrs. Care- 
taker, looking on from a creaky rocking 
chair, has no word of reproof for boister- 
ousness beyond a eaution, ‘‘Don’t go 
now an’ break yer fool necks!’’ Every 
rich man’s home, despite its shutters 
and boardings, teaches the lesson of how* 
formidable an obstacle dignity is in the 
road to summertime comfort. The stay- 
at-home sightseer finds few things more 
gratifying to his sense of humor than a 
glimpse at the summer residents of 
Fifth Avenue drinking their beer on the 
front stoops from tin pails and loudly 
smacking their lips in satisfaction. 
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When applied to man, the term 
‘‘slick’’ also means slippery. 











As seen by the optimist. 


M 
DIDN'T STAY. 
ILDAD was spending the night in 
the little village. 
‘I don’t suppose, from the condition 
of things,’’ he said to his landlord, 
‘that the good-road movement has ever 
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reached you here. 

‘*Yes; it come, 
**but it jest kep’ a-movin’.’’ 

PLENTY OF EVIDENCE. 


’ said the old man, 


‘*I wonder,’’ said Slithers, stopping 
his car at the roadside and addressing 
an old man working in the fields, ‘‘if I 
can get any gasoline around here?’’ 

*‘T reckon ye kin,”’ 
replied the old man, 
straightening up and 
leaning on his hoe. ‘‘Ye 
kin get it in yer sys- 
tem, anyhow. Them 
cars ahead o’ ye seems 
to have left a few ton of 
it behind ’em, jedgin’ 
by the condition of the 
atmosphere.’’ 


A BARGAIN OFFER. 

‘Comin’ this way 
ag’in?’’ asked the jus- 
tice of the peace, after 
he had fined Jimpson fif- 
ty dollars. 

**I’m afraid I'll have 
to,’’ said Jimpson rue- 
fully. 

‘*Wa-al,’” said the 
justice, stroking his 
chin whisker reflective- 
ly, ‘‘preeaps I'd oughter 


O 


in OAS bi, CE 
. 


CORI tee 


ae seere- ce! 


t o r C ha 


tell ye thet we sell a return fine ticket fer 
seventy-five dollars, entitlin’ ye to im- 
munerty from arrest on the way back.’’ 


EXPENSIVE. 

**How often is your motor overhauled, 
Binks?’’ asked Dusenberry. 

‘*Four times last month,’’ said Binks. 

‘*Four times in one month? Geeru- 
salem! What for?’’ demanded Dusen- 
berry. 

‘*Speeding,’’ said Binks. 
the bicycle cops, once by a deputy sher- 
iff, and once by a plain, common-garden, 


‘*Twice by 


”” 


village constable. 


THE MORNING AFTER THE FIRST PERFORMANCE. 


Showing a difference of opinion as to the dramatic critics’ sanity. 
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DEQ ANS ¢ 


As seen by the pessimist. 


HIS LAST WORDS. 

**Yes,’’ said the garage keeper, with 
a wink at his assistant, ‘‘I call all these 
ears I keep for rent the Excelsior cars.”’ 
**And why, pray?’’ asked Bilkins. 
they for higher,’’ 
roared the garage keeper. 

The grand jury later acquitted Bilkins 
on the plea of justifiable homicide. 


‘*Because are 


CONSISTENT. 
‘‘Where did you get your new car, 
Jorrocks?’’ asked Wimpleton. 
‘*I won it in a raffle,’’ said Jorrocks. 
And how about your chauf- 


DLA 


feur? 


**Good! 


I took a 
too,”’ 


“Same. 
chance him, 
said Jorrocks; and then 
he began to whistle that 
tender little melody, 
*“*Everybody’s Doin’ 


I ” 
&. —Jehn Kendrick Bangs 


In His Case. 


Suffragette—‘‘ We be- 
lieve that a woman 
should get a man’s 
wages.’’ 

Married man—‘‘ Well, 
judging from my own 
experience, she does.”’ 


Hadn't Studied T hat. 


History 
‘*Tell something about 
the Diet of Worms.”’ 
miss——‘‘I 


on 


teacher- 


Frightened 
—I don’t take cooking.” 








we 4 ¥ 
— —. . has 


ONE ON CORNELIA. 


‘’ Sorry, madam but you ‘ll have to pay duty on these jewels of yours.’ 


The Cheap Man. 


CHEAP man!’’ contemptuously 
old Parson 
Bagster. ‘‘De cheap 
man—de bullfrog o’ hu- 
manity—allus makin’ 
consid’able mo’ dan his 


a Bn 


said square-headed 


share o’ noise, and doin’ 

a heap sight less dan his 

pro-ratty o’ hahd work! 
Out in de world, yo’ never ’skivers 
him in de brickyahd breakin’ his back 
wid honest toil, or cleanin’ out de white 
folks’ well, nor nuth’n’ o’ de sawt; yo’ 
finds him tryin’ to raise side whisk- 
ers and mowlin’ ’bout de rights o’ 
de cullud race, or suppin’ fully as re- 
pulsive. And in de church, when 
de revival comes on, he never goes 
for’ard at de fust invitation, but 
hangs off and pulls back and argifies 
twell he gits de ’tention o’ every- 
body; and den, dess at de pizzy-log- 
ical moment, when all eyes is fixed 
on him, he lets loose his holt on sin 
and goes to de bench amid de hozan- 
ners o’ de ’semblage, and purt’ nigh 
putts all de rest o’ de mo’ners out 
0’ bidness wid his howls. He ’mag- 
ines dat de hymn o’ de ‘Ninety and 
Nine’ was writ’ ’bout him, and dat 
he’s.not on’y de one dat was lost, but 
de yudder ninety-eight, into de 
bahgain. He comes th’oo like a ,; 


circus p’rade, wid flags uh-flyin’ and 
troomboons playin’. De Lawd has done 
drapped all udder bidness to w2leome de 
cheap man into de fold. And two weeks 
atter he gits into full fellership he’s 
poutin’ unless he’s puhmitted to pass de 
hat. Dar ain’t no sadisfaction in savin’ 
de cheap man. In de fust place, he ain’t 
got no mo’ gratitude dan a tarrapin; 
and, den, ag’in, he won’t stay saved. I 
don’t hanker none atter de cheap man!”’ 


—Tom P. Morgan. 


If one swallow don’t make a spring 
throw a stone at him and watch results. 
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KEEPING FAITH. 
Hungry man— ‘Waiter. 

1 thought you said you 

served twe vegetables 

with this meat ?”’ 

Fresh waiter—"We do. 


That 's succotash!"’ 


Didn’t Concern Him. 


The tramp sat under the grateful 
shade of a tree and did away with a 
sandwich handed to him 
by the latcst farmerwife 
he had favored with a 
call. She had wrapped 
the sandwich in a sec- 
tion of newspaper, 
which the tramp scanned 
with the eye of carelessness character- 
istic of his kind. 

‘‘My idea of nothin’ to git nutty 
about,’’ he remarked to himself, after 

glancing at a market report, ‘‘is 
the advance of two dollars a ton in 
the price of car wheels.’’ 


Multum in Parvo. 


She thinks of dropping Latin, 
And all her friends concur; 

For, knowing her, they quite agree 
One tongue’s enough for her. 


A Point in Verbalism. 


Professor (to class in composi- 
tion)—‘‘Some one in the class re- 
cently referred to a woman as of 
‘medium size.’ Please avoid this 
expression in referring to a wom- 
an; it smacks too much of commer- 
cialism.’’ 

Freshman—“‘‘ But, 
might be ‘on the market. 


professor, she 
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LIKE MOTHER USED TO MAKE.” 


Amaryllis. 
ACK where dandelions grow, 
Lives my Amaryllis. 
From her head to tip of toe, 
I love my Amaryllis. 


She is plain as plain can be, 

But she’s style enough for me. 

A dearer one you'll rarely see 
Than Amaryllis. 


Through the woods and o’er the fields 
Roams my Amaryllis. 

Ecstasy her sweet voice yields— 
Amaryllis. 


Oft she lies there in the sun, 

Gayly thinking, happy one! 

Glad the day is nearly done— 
Amaryllis. 


I’ve been offered prices great 
For Amaryllis; 

But to sell I somehow hate— 
Amaryllis. 

For to part I don’t know how. 

All my folks would kick, I trow. 

So I guess I’ll keep my cow— 
Amaryllis. c. G 


Kind of a Tree It Was. 


**They have a family tree, I suppose.’’ 
** Yes; and the daughters are pipvins!”’ 


Garvetion 


Modern Mottoes. 


Raze and raise. 
Chew and eschew. 
Immerge and 


The contractor: 

The vegetarian: 

The Baptist minister: 
emerge. 

The landlord: 
lease. 

The politician: 
and get-away. 
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Lease, release and re- 


Get-there, get-a-wad 











FORCE OF HABIT. 
Mr. Savigg—‘‘ I told yer ter wake me up 
when we came ter Yonkers, didn’t I ?’’ 
Conductor—‘‘ I did, sir; an’ you said, ‘Give 
the kids their breakfast, Mary, and I 'Il be down 
in a minute.’ Then you rolled over and went 
to sleep again.”’ 


families in small 


Go-outers. 


Are you a go-outer? Everybody else 
in America is. It’s a national habit. 
Fathers and mothers have it. Children 
have it. Servants have it. The family 
cat has it. 

"Staying at home of an evening is no 
It’s old-fashioned. Only 
New England com- 


longer vogue. 


munities do it now. 

Nobody knows where everybody goes 
when they go out. Father never tells 
where he goes. Mother is never asked 
where she goes. The daughter goes 
where she pleases, cares 
where the son goes. 


The Modern Inferno. 


A shriek, a moan, a screech, a groan, 
A grunt, a scream, a cry, 

With howls and murmurs, greet my ears 
From autos rushing by. 


Her Logic. 


Happy, though married, member of the 
Dorcas Society—‘'I wonder why it says 
in the Bible there are no marriages in 
heaven.’”’ 

Caustic old maid—‘‘It’s plain enough 
to me —it’s because no men go there!”’ 


and nobody 








THE CALL. 


The old man left his scythe and rake 
In the field beside the hill, 
For the call had come, and the soft humirum ee 
Of the harvest song was still. <alepM, JON- 
Oh, task undone! his race is won— 
The old man ran it well. 
And I marvel yet at the pace he set, 
For he heard the dinner bell. 


The summer breeze sighed through the trees, 
And the uncut grain bowed low 
Where the hand was stayed, and the weary blade 


Of the scythe had ceased to mow. e 


It Might Not Have Been. 


}-AR0LD had started wrong. He had 

married a girl who thought that, 
as long as there were airships, there 
was no reason for getting down to earth. 
She had seven-by-eleven tastes, and 
Harold had a three-by-four income. The 
inevitable happened, and the bride went 
back to her father for a continuation of 
his esteemed favors of the past, and 
Harold drifted. Before he had come to 
a place of anchorage, his wife brought 
suit for divorce, alleging non-support, 
intolerable cruelty, incompatibility of 
outlook, and a few alternates in addition 
to these regular delegates. Mrs. H. 
tried to get his gross receipts for ali- 
mony, leaving him to buy 


Colored Pie. 


A Westerner visiting in Boston was 
much surprised, when served with jelly 
cake, to have it called Washington pie. 
He made a mental note of this, and 
when in Washington asked again for 
‘*Washington pie.’’ The waiter brought 
him a piece of chocolate cake. He eyed 
this for a moment and pushed it from 
him, saying, ‘‘No go! I want George, 
not Booker T.’’ 


A Reversible Proverb. 


‘*Too bad Mrs. Smartleigh always has 
such abominable weather for her after- 
? 


noon teas! 
‘*Yes; she never pours but it rains.’’ 


Broke the Monotony. 


‘*Yesterday,’’ complained the Sunday- 
school superintendent, ‘‘you boys sat 
through a twelve-inning game and you 
showed no signs of uneasiness. Yet 
here you cannot listen to me for thirty 
minutes without becoming restless. I 
can’t understand why the ball game re- 
ceives more serious attention.”’ 

**Because,’’ came in a stage whisper 
from a seat of husky boys, ‘‘they change 
pitchers occasionally.’’ 


A Counter Question. 


**Nannette, dearest, can you cook?’’ 
**No, Willoughby, darling. Can you?’’ 


Caustic. 





his meal ticket with what 
was left. Harold de- 
cided at first to fight the 
case, but concluded to 
give his ex-wife his 
money, rather than to 
support a firm of lawyers 
in idleness and fool around 
in the courts. fe 

Time has gone on, but 
Harold still makes an un- 
conditional surrender of 
his pay envelope and. has 
grown gray in the serv- 
ice. He expects that 
some day he will get real 
reckless and keep back a 
dollar, and then get into 
trouble with the courts 
of justice on account of 
his contempt of them. 

Moral: Men, like 
horses, should not enter 
in too fast a class. 





—Harry Irving Horten 


Squire Briggs— 
ing in the coal yard ?’’ 
James—‘‘ Your Honor, sir, 1 think she has seen the advertisement on the 
barn, ‘ Now is the Time To Lay in Your Coal.’ ’’ 


~« » dat x:I = 
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‘“* James, why do you suppose that old hen persists in lay- 


Miss Yellowleaf—‘‘ Yes, 
ours is a very old family. 
You know, we came over 
in the Mayflower.’’ 

Miss Caustique —-‘‘In- 
deed! And did you—er 
—have a pleasant voy- 
age?’’ 


More Like It. 
‘“‘That young Galey is 
a chip of the old block, 
isn’t he?’’ 
‘*Rather a tooth of the 
old rake!’’ 


No Fool Questions. 


Madge—‘‘Charlie is 
very poetic.’’ 

Marjorie—‘‘I know it, 
but he’s just too mean for 
anything. When he took 
me to the ball game, he 
said, ‘Speak to me only 
with thine eyes.’ ”’ 
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Pests. 


E HAVE ten commandments, seven 

or more true wonders, and a host 
of other notable series; 
but as yet no one has 
compiled a comprehen- 
sive and authoritative 
list of pests in human 
form. 





Five suggested are: 

The plain, ornery, every-day fool who 
inquires if you are sick, working or 
going away, when the fact is plainly 
obvious. 

The educated biped who marks pas- 
sages in other people’s books. 

The intellectual Aleck who thinks 
that the other fellow’s face is funnier 
than his own. 

The blatant son of Balaam’s braying 
steed who insists on talking to you 
and the entire neighborhood simulta- 


neously. 

The genius who coins a new bit of 
slang daily. 

Psychological researchers are actively 
engaged in selecting appropriate ad- 
denda from the 999,995 others. 


—F. J. Collins. 





SAND ARTISTS. 
The Piano. What Did the Bride Think? 


Sing a song of music, The three-times widower, with his 
And especially that blight newest choice, was once more making 
With six and thirty black keys the necessary visit to the city official in 
And half a hundred white. Hoboken. Upon receiving the fee, the 
When the lid is opened clerk exclaimed heartily, ‘‘Thank you! 
And hands begin to thrum, Come ‘again!’’ 
Wouldn’t it be truly great . : 
If it were stricken dumb? Sport in the Metropolis. 


Smith—‘‘There doesn’t seem to be any 
closed season for game in New York.”’ 

Jones—‘‘No. And they’re always 
hunting for the man higher up.”’ 


Higher Aspirations. 
Daddy’s got a mowin’ machine, 
Auntie’s got a sewin’ machine, 

Mis’ Jones has one that laughs an’ 
talks an’ cries; 
Granny’s got a knittin’ machine, 
Mother’s got a washin’ machine, 
But Brother Bill, he wants the kind 
that flies. 


The Wifely Way. 








STOOD TO REASON. **I offended John dreadfully.’’ 
Housewife—“‘ How will I save by it if I give **Have you made up?”’ 
you the dinner before you chop the wood ?"’ 


‘*Oh, yes; I succeeded in getting him 


Tramp—‘‘ 'Cause arter I do all dat work, 
to ask my pardon.”’ 


mum, I ’ll be twice as hungry.'’ 








WHEN LOVE IS YOUNG. 


Love made a globe of crystal rare— So shall this dull old world appear— 


Of foam and rainbows fashioned fair; A glittering rainbow-tinted sphere— 
Buoyed by Love's breath on summer air Through Youth's pure eyes seen crystal clear 
The bubble hung. When Love is young.—oliver Herford 





Changed His Drink. 
RESTAURANT keeper 
hung out this sign: 
‘*Coffee: Such as Mother 
Used To Make.’’ 

One morning a man entered 
the cafe, and as the waiter 
approached him he inquired, 
pointing to the sign, 

**Is your coffee really such 
as mother used to make?”’ 

**It is, sure!’’ replied the 
waiter convincingly. 

**Then,’’ said the man, 
with a reminiscent look, 
‘‘give me a cup of tea.’’ 


An Example. 


**Mamma, teacher says we 
must bring an example of 
an ‘awful predicament’ to- 
morrow. Can you give me 
one?’’ 

**Yes, dearie. Going into 
a shoe store with a hole in 
one stocking, and not being 


certain as to which one. 


His Fear. 


Maude—‘‘But father is 
very approachable.’’ 

Cholly—‘‘I know it. The 
—er—difficulty will be in 


getting away from him. 


“FOR HE’S A JOLLY GOOD FELLOW.” 


A Speculative Term. 


First bachelor—‘* Why do they say ‘high noon’ when applied to 
the time of a wedding?’’ 
Second bachelor—‘‘ Another way of saying a 12-to-l-chance.”’ 























LUCKY 
*’ Isn't it lucky, Miss Blake, that the new baby is a girl! 
any boy's clothes in the house.’’ 


Polly We haven't 


A Fleeting Shade. 

‘*By jove, I am glad to 
see you looking so gay and 
festive!’’ said Mr. Olde 
Frend. ‘‘You were all in 
black the 
you.’”’ 

‘*Yes,’’ demurely replied 
Mrs. Brown, who had just 
taken a second husband; 
‘*but it wasn’t a fast black.’’ 


last time I saw 


Prefers a Horse. 

Mrs. Flynn—‘‘They do be 
afther sayin’ thot old man 
Kelly locomothor 
ataxy.’’ 

Mr. Flynn —‘‘ Well, he’s 
got the money to run wan 
av thim if he wants ter, but 
I’d rayther 


has got 


fer my par-rt 
have a good horse anny day. 


Different Now. 


Little girl (reading about 
Cornelia)—‘‘ Mother, are we 
children jewels?’’ 

Modern mother—‘‘No, 
darling. If you were, I’d 
pawn you all and go abroad.”’ 


As Usual. 
**Did she tell her age?’’ 
“*Partiy.”” 


















A NEW BIRD 










== SS 
= == —) / 49) 





= 





ee ae fA+ ~ SS oS 
gn — 7 
2. 


1. The Eagle: ‘‘ I thought I was king of the air.—— 


The Fourth Girl. 


T WAS not entirely unexpected to 
Dr. Femmes. 

He had been in apprehension of it 
for some time—as most men would. 
And he, being a doctor—well, it was 
only a matter of professional prog- 
nostication, anyway. 

He had been hopeful, too— and 
quite optimistic. The recurrence of in- 
cidents in his family life had been of 
such a nature that he had bred an opti- 
mistic trait in self-defense. 

There had been three girls—succes- 
sively. 

Dr. Femmes had welcomed each, none 
the less happily in view of his intense 
disappointment. But he never had felt 
entirely satisfied. He considered girls 
perfectly all right in their place, but 
he privately told himself that he be- 
lieved there was such a thing as over- 
doing it. 

So he had pined for a son and heir, 
but always the youngster eluded him. 

Undiscouraged, he continued to 
hope, each time swearing by all the 
tomes in his library that, if disap- 
pointed ‘‘this time,’’ he would give 
up in despair. 

Now the expected day had ar- 
rived. Dr. Femmes beamed on his 
three little daughters and built cas- 
tles for them of the time when they 
would have a little brother. 

The door opened and a nurse came 
in. Shesmiled. Sodid Dr. Femmes. 

‘‘Isn’t it a darling?’’ she coced. 

The doctor looked at the bundle in 
her arms—optimistically. 

‘*Well?”’ he asked. 

‘‘Just seven pounds, and so’’—— 

‘*Yes, yes, I know!’’ he said impa- 
tiently. ‘‘It’s a boy, isn’t it?’’ 

‘*Oh, no; a dear, sweet little girl!’’ 

Dr. Femmes collapsed. 

‘‘A girl? The fourth, too! 
nice !’’ 


How 





Wonder what kind of a bird that is ?’’ 


3. 





It was several hours later. The doc- 
tor had recovered partially and a well- 
meaning woman friend was offering con- 
gratulations. 

Dr. Femmes looked disgusted and said 
nothing. 

‘‘And what are you going to name 
her?’’ she gushed. 

“*Plenty!’’ 

And he did. 


—Edward M. Thierry. 
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A PROPHET WANTED. 


Mildred—“ Is there any mail for mamma ?”’ 
Postmaster—‘* Not to-day.’’ 
Mildred—‘‘ Well, when will there be ?’’ 
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IN THE SKY. 





Well, we shall see. —— 


Handy To Have Around. 


AROLD had not used due care in 
picking out his parents, and, as 
a result, the old folks were not up to 
concert pitch. They persisted in 
getting into close comn union with 
the simple life, much to the mortifi- 
cation of their only son, who con- 
sidered anybody a ‘‘tightwad’’ who 
lived within his income. Harold had a 
place in a bank and he had the proper 
regard for the reputation of the institu- 
tion and didn’t want it injured in any 
way by having it said that one of its 
trusted employes was the child of ‘‘hay- 
seed”’’ parents. It finally became nec- 
essary for Harold to divorce himself 
from the old folks and to leave them to 
shift for themselves in their suburban 
home, while he installed himself in 
city apartments in keeping with his 
importance in the financial world and 
his pride. 

One day it was discovered that 
Harold had been ‘‘overdrawing’’ his 
salary account and might have to 
earn his next money in the shoe shop 
cf a penal institution conducted under 
the auspices of the State. Then it 
was that he remembered that he had 
a father and mother. The old folks 
were sent for and they did not deny 
the relationship existing - between 
them and the erring young man, but 
returned home and dug down into the 
family stocking for the amount neces- 
sary to save Harold an unpleasant 
trip, ending in confinement too close 
for his health. 

Moral: You can’t judge parents by 
the company they keep, even if the 
company is an only child. 


Not Recently. 
‘“‘Have you kissed the bride?’’ 
Bob asked the unhappy looking usher. 
‘‘No,”’ the u. 1. u. replied; ‘‘eh— 
well—that is, not recently.”’ 
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WAITING FOR THE MAIL 











“TELL ME THAT 
SNEAK’S NAME.’”™ 


EN all 


T% ' 
said he. 


‘*Yes,’’ said she. 


is ended between us?’’ 


‘*And all you have said and written 
and made me believe has been just— 
just’’—— 

**Just that,’’ she said coldly. 

*‘Just a flivver!’’ 

**Exactly.”’ 

‘*And I thought you real, earnest, hu- 
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man, capable of understanding love! 
‘*Fancy !”’ 

‘*But you women are all alike!’’ 

‘I’ve heard that before somewhere.’’ 
‘**A rag anda bone and a hank of 

hair!’ ”’ 

‘*And that, too, is rather shopworn.’’ 


But true—true—true! 





**Not quite in my case. I don’t wear 


a hank. I wear puffs, and you've al- 
ways admired my hair inordinately.”’ 

**I suppose you think that’s funny.”’ 

‘*Not so funny as some other things I 
could mention—you, for example.”’ 

‘*Huh!”’ 

‘“‘A man in a blind rage smoking a 
cigarette is one of the most amusing 
sights that I know of. It has the effect 
of a volcano.’’ 

‘*And that is all life means to you, I 
suppose. Just to be amused!’’ 

‘It’s an important item, I’ll admit.’’ 

‘**You give no thought to anything but 
your own whims of the moment!’’ 

**When they are worth while.’’ 

**Oh, I’m not speaking of myself now. 
Your lack of ordinary womanliness—of 
heart !’’ 

“*Really!”’ 

“Do you ever think of the great, 
struggling masses of humanity — stepped=- 
on—shoved aside’’—— 

**Don’t begin that socialistic stuff, I 
beg of you, Bobbie! It’s only a pose, 


and there's not one of you that, when 











put to it, will play the game. You 
don’t wish to share what you want your- 
self any more than the Irishman.”’ 

‘What Irishman?’’ 

‘‘One Irishman was trying to define 
socialism to another. He said all good 
Irishmen were socialists at heart.’’ 

‘*Yes?’’ 

‘*He tried to make it plain. ‘If you 
had a hundred acres of land and I had 
none, you’d give me half, wouldn’t you, 
Pat?’ he said. 

‘**To be sure 
generously. 

*** And if you had a hundred cows and 


I hadn’t one, you’d share with me?’ 


I would,’ agreed Pat 


I would that,’ promised Pat. 


A FEMININE NECESSITY. 
The Vanity Hat. 
the tuilet. 


Coatains all the requisites for 
Patents applied for. 











‘**And if you’d two pigs, you’d give 
me one?’ 

‘**Ah, be aisy wid you!’ said Pat. 
‘Sure you know jolly well I have two 
pigs!’’’ 

‘**1 don’t see the point,’’ said he. ‘‘My 
feeble intelligence gropes blindly in the 
dark.”’ 

‘‘That’s what it did last night, when 
you found me in the porch swing.’’ 

‘*Yes—hugging some one!’’ 

‘*Yes’’—— 

‘*You admit it—to the man you are— 
were engaged to!’’ 

To 

“Gar’ 

‘He was very nice!’’ 

‘“‘Oh, you can’t hurt me that way! 
I’m no boy! You’re welcome to him— 
whoever he is!”’ 

‘*Do you mean that—really?’’ 

‘‘Certainly. This is the last time I 
shall ever see you. Good-by!’’ 

‘*But, Mr. Socialist, why don’t you 
play the game? Why not share with a 
comrade to the last crumb?’’ 

‘‘Piffie! You don’t suppose I want 
the girl I love hugging some pin-headed 
boy in the dark?’’ 

‘*Ha, ha, ha!’’ 

‘*Frightfully funny, isn’t it?’’ 

‘*Ha, ha, ha!’’ 

‘‘Vampire! I'll never believe in a 

girl again! My life is ruined! 

Thank heaven, I’ll always have my 

dog to believe in!’’ 

‘But you won’t have him now?”’ 

‘“*That’s all you know about bulldogs! 
You can’t lose them when you’re in 
trouble. They’re faithful and true and 
stick to a fellow through thick and thin! 
Good old Sport!’’ 

‘‘That’s what I said—he’s very nice!’’ 

‘*What’s that?”’ 


(Continued in advertising section.) 































































Chatter. 
By LILLIAN ST. JOHN COLLINS 

S pen about trust-busting! Why, 

trust-busting is a mere turkey-trot 
gait compared with the pace California 
women are hitting, smashing all speed 
records in their frantic attempt to keep 
up with the privileges of full citizenship. 

You see, they have the initiative, too, 
so there is always an election of some 
sort in process. The women go down- 
town to shop in the morning, and drop 
into the city hall on the way, to vote on 
something or other—it doesn’t much 
matter what; it’s practice they need. 

The political exchanges are operating 
under pressure, women working double 
shifts, to supply the demand of clamor- 
ing womankind for brand-new garments 
of citizenship. No female applicant is 
barred. Every feminine creature, fluffy 
ruffles or militantette, upon request is 
furnished with a made-to-measure toga 
of citizenship—some a little misfit, 
others cut slightly on the bias; but per- 
fectly good, serviceable civic garments, 
on the whole. 

Incidentally, referring to clothes, I 
notice that willow plumes and such 
droopy, clingy, feminine frip-fraps no 
longer adorn fashionable headgear. One 
sees only perky, up-standing, totem-pole 
effects nowadays. Everything in mil- 
linery is wired stiffly to simulate the 
backbone women are so heroically devel- 
oping. Thus do our garments continue 
to express our inner mood. Not to in- 
sinuate that politics is (or are) a femi- 
nine mood! By no means! No, indeed! 

Everybody works but father, in these 
political refineries where crude feminin- 
ity is poured into one hopper and re- 
turned to civilization from another, 
high-proof, non-explosive, fully guaran- 
teed citizens. It’s a tremendous task. 
No wonder that the female bosses are 
beginning to look a little worn and 
frayed and slightly out of curl. 

Then there is an immense amount of 
reading to be put through between 
times. Of course applicants for the de- 
gree of F.C. (Full Citizenship) must be 





able to pass creditable exams upon the 
fitness of candidates for political office. 
They must know something about their 
family history, their favorite brand of 
tobacco, what cult or school of worship 
they affect, et cetera. If an applicant 
flunks, she has to be run through the 


hoppers again. So, you see, it’s no joke. 

















BUBBLES. 


An Apt Rejoinder. 


Mrs. B. C. Gudden, of Oshkosh, Wis., 
is one of the most apt of suffragist 
speakers with platform replies to ques- 
tions. At a recent meeting where she 
was the speaker of the occasion and 
where the gathering was mostly of Ger- 
mans, one of the men arose and made 
the statement, ‘‘We are told that there 
are four women in the Legislature of 
Colorado. Now what I should like to 
know is, Who does the cooking at home 
which these women should be doing?’’ 

‘‘Bless you!’’ came the answer. 
‘‘Those women are all mature women 
and have grown daughters at home, 
who can cook all and more sauerkraut 
than the men can eat!”’ 





How He Became Converted. 


In one of the Wisconsin cities there 
is a flourishing suffrage organization 
among the high-school girls, with a 
membership of thirty. They planned 
to celebrate the anniversary of the birth 
of Susan B. Anthony, and invited high- 
school boys to attend the party. 

It happened that in the same high 
schoo] the principal was very anxious to 
interest his students in current events, 
and the literary society subscribed for 
The day follow- 


ing the party, when the morning session 


several daily papers. 


opened, the principal asked, 
**Whose 

yesterday ?”’ 
Over half the hands in the assembly 


birthday did we celebrate 


room went up immediately, and the 


principal beamed and expanded in chest 


measurement because of this joyous 
surprise. 

‘‘Well, I am glad to see so many 
rerdy with an answer. Who is it, 
Zeno?”’ 


‘*Susan B. Anthony, sir.’’ 

Down went all the other fifty-nine 
hands. 

A look of consternation came over the 
principal’s face. 


‘‘I—I—well, well, perhaps you're 
right,’ he said. ‘‘I was thinking of 
Darwin.’’ 


And the principal decided to vote for 
woman suffrage at the next election. 


A Child's Satire. 


“I don’t 
make good mothers if they are allowed’ 
was the ever old and ever 


believe that women will 


to vote,’’ 
new argument advanced at a meeting 
where Mrs. Gudden was speaking. 
‘‘That reminds me of the story of the 
replied Mrs. 


little girl and her cat, 
Gudden. ‘‘One day she was earnestly 
scolding her kitten because she did not 


keep herself clean. ‘What kind of a 


= * 
mother will you ever make?’ she remon- 


strated, and, giving the kitten a good 
shake, she concluded, ‘why, you won't 
even make a good father!’ ’”’ 











Amusing Stories about Well-known Persons 





Incurable. 


T IS told of the late chief, Quanah 
Parker, the famous son of Cynthia 
Ann Parker, that he purchased from one 
of the early settlers of the Panhandle of 
Texas an old ‘‘rattle-trap’’ buggy. 
He drove away, very proud of being 


able to travel in paleface fashion; but 
when overtaken at Red River, a few 
hours the had 
flagged somewhat. 

He was standing outside the buggy, 
surveying it ruefully. 

‘‘Something wrong with your buggv, 
Quanah?’’ he was questioned. 

Quanah gave the dilapidated vehicle a 
shake, and its loose spokes and joints 


later, chief’s spirits 


rattled ominously. 
‘“‘Heap. sick!’’ he 
‘‘Heap sick; maybe so die!"’ 


said gravely. 


Up-to-date Zoology. 

Over on what is known as the Eastern 
Shore of Virginia there lives an old 
negro who acquired a nodding acquaint- 
ance with Colonel Roosevelt during the 
Spanish war; indeed, he claims to have 
been attached to Roosevelt’s own com- 
mand as a servant. 

Anyhow, his recent years have dis- 
closed a marked interest in the varied 
activities of that versatile advocate of 
free speech and exponent of athletic 
prowess with the hat—Theodore Roose- 
velt. 

But he met his Waterloo when this 
Bull Moose the Eastern 
Shore. He posted into town purposely 
one day to inquire the biological statas 


palaver hit 


of the aforesaid animal. 
‘*Well,’’ replied the young 
keeper he -applied to, ‘‘the bull moose, 


store- 





as [ know him, is a sort of longish- 
legged animal, with cloven hoofs, huge 
horns, a tail and—oh, yes! the older 
ones have a sort of beard hitched onto 
the front of them.’’ 


The next day there started in that 
section one of those three-day periods of 
assault upon Satan which dusky divines 
are so fond of perpetrating. Ephraim 
went. And while ostensibly his atten- 
tion was on the words of the imported 
and local clouters of sin, his mind was 
toiling upon the ‘‘animile’’ which Marse 
Jim at the store had described a few 
days before. 


< one 


‘‘Breddren,’ exhorter, 
‘*this demon Ah has described, this 
beast of the ho’ns, the cloven hoof, the 
fawkit tyle—does any of you-all re’g- 
nize the pen-picture Ah has spoken faw 
yo’ intelligence?’’ 

No one stirred till Ephraim got up 
and said, ‘‘Ah re’gnize paht ob him, yo’ 
rev’rence. Hab he got a beahd, so’t o’ 
longish like, hitched on in front ob him 
when he git old?”’ 

‘*Beahd?’’ chided the speaker. ‘‘Lawd, 
brudder, he done got his whiskuhs buhned 
off ages ago in the fiahs of hell!’’ 

Ephraim shook his head sadly. 
Ah don’t know him, sah,’’ he apolo- 
gized, sitting. ‘‘Ah thought fust off he 
might be de Bull Moose.’’ 


Fierce Cheese Eaters. 


James Oliver Curwood, the novelist 
and magazine writer, was aboard the 
steamship Megantic, at Montreal, and 
just before the vessel left on her trip 
for Liverpool was watching the loading 
of an,enormous quantity of Canadian 
cheese. A number of school teachers 
were on the boat, bound for Quebec, and 
these young ladies were very much in- 
terested in the loading of the cheeses. 
One of them asked the writer how much 


yelled 


“Den 


there was 

‘*The Megantic takes on from fifteen 
thousand to twenty-five thousand cheeses 
every trip,’’ he truthfully informed 
her. 

‘*How-—how many people are there on 
board?’’ she asked. 

‘*About twelve hundred this trip.’’ 

For a moment the young lady re- 
garded him in astonishment; then she 
looked at the cheeses being loaded by 
the hundred. 

‘‘It’s truly wonderful!’’ she gasped. 
‘‘I never would have believed it if I 
had not seen them with my own two 

Andi only twelve hundred peo- 
Goodness me, they must be fierce 


cheese eaters!’’ 


eyes! 
ple! 


His Identity. 


When President W. H. Taft was prac- 
ticing his profession in his home town, 
he was waging a relentiess warfare 
against obeseness, and so quite naturally 
he looked upon walking as a good way 
by which he could reduce his figure. In 
fact, he was so regular in going to and 





fro that he was always recognized by 
the people who lived on the street along 
which he passed. 

A young conductor was put on a run 
on a line which ran on a street which 
President Taft was accustomed to use, 
and he wondered why this large man did 
not use the street cars, since they were 
so handy. One day Charles Taft was 
riding on the back platform of the car 
which the young conductor was manag- 
ing, and passed his father walking 
home. Curiosity getting the upper 
hand, the young conductor asked Charles, 
‘‘Who is that fat gink that walks when 
he can use the trolley car? I bet you 
he is foo blamed tight to put up the 
necessary five cents!”’ 

‘*Oh,’’ answered Charles, 
father!’’ 


Changed His Order. 


Champ Clark hurriedly went into a 
restaurant, after being in the committee 
rooms all morning, and hastily picked 
up the bill of fare and scanned it. He 
did not notice the pretty blond waitress 
that sidled up to his table to take his 
order, but, glancing at the side, he saw 
that a white apron was at his side, and 
without looking up he asked, 

‘*How is the chicken to-day?’’ 

‘*Oh, I am all right! How are you?’’ 


‘the is my 


Upon perceiving a prim-looking indi- 
vidual frowning at him from a near-by 
table, the master of the ‘‘Houn’ Dawg’’ 
changed his order to good old hash, there- 
by avoiding possible complications. 





Crash Ignorance. 
Tweenie Anni—‘‘Oh, mum, I’ve fallen 
down stairs and broken me neck.’’ 
Her mistress —‘‘ Well, whatever yau’ve 
broken will be deducted from your 
wages.’’—Sketch (London). 
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Not So Surprising. 


Ménélas: “Epatant! Un type quiale coeur 4 ; 
droite!’ 
Helene: “Moi, aussi!’ 


Menelas— ‘‘Surprising! Here is 
some one with the heart on the right 
side!’’ 

Helen — ‘‘ Me, 
(Paris). 


too!’’ — Le Rire 


Couldn’t Tell the Difference. 
Mrs. Devere-Jones— ‘‘Why, Mrs. 
Tootson, your daughter plays more 
brilliantly than ever.’’ 
Mrs. Tootson—‘‘My daughter’s out 
of town. That’s the piano tuner you 
hear !’’—London Opinion. 


Kind gentleman—‘*Why are you cry- 
ing, little one?’’ 

Child—‘‘ My brothers and sisters, who 
go to school, have a vacation. I have 
none !’’—Sucesos (Santiago, Chile). 


The Parvenue. 


Kammer-Zofe: ,,Gnidige Frau haben mich ge- 
rufen!" 
Baronin: ,,Ja. 


r ° ich wollte Ihnen nur sagen, 
dass ich Sie momentan nicht brauche.’ 


Chambermaid—‘‘Did your ladyship 
call me?’’ 

Baroness—‘‘Yes. I only wanted to 
tell you that I do not need you for the 
moment.’’—Fliegende Blaetter( Munich). 


A Bank Holiday Idyl. 
—-London Punch. 


The Marketman’s Idea. 
“Montez done, M’sieur le Comte; un de plus ou de 
moins, ca n'a pas d‘importance!” 
‘‘Climb up, count! One more or less 
is of no importance.’’—Le Sourire 
(Paris). 











A Considerate Father. 


Kunde: ,,[ch will mir einen neuen Anzug 
anfertigen lassen—nehmen Sie meinem Sohne 
Max!” 

» t|hrem Sohne?” 

Ja, der trigt niimlich meine abgelegten 
Kleider, und der Bengel beklagt sich immer, 
dass, sie ihm nicht recht sitzen!” 


Customer—‘‘I want to order a new 
suit for myself. Please measure 
my son.’”’ 

Tailor—‘‘ Your son?’’ 

Customer — ‘‘Yes. You see, he 
wears my cast-off clothes, and the 
rascal always complains they do not 
fit him!’’— Meggendorfer Blaetter 
(Munich). 














Uncle Si Shocked. 


‘“ ALL,’’ said Uncle Si, as he took 

his accustomed place on the 
pickle barrel, ‘‘we had a high-falutin’ 
lawn party up tew the meetin’ house at 
Lapham’s Corners last night. There 
was sure a heap of folks thar, and the 
way they carried on seemed to me 
wasn’t ’xactly in place in the meetin’- 
house yard,’’ said Uncle Si, looking 
pious and thoughiful. 

‘Tell us about it,’’ said Hiram, help- 
ing himself to another cracker from the 
open barrel near by. 

“Wall, it was jest this a-way. In 
the fust place, a party of city folks come 
down from up on the hill—we could see 
at once that they was goin’ to run things 
to suit theirselves. If they hadn't 
a-bought a lot of peanuts, ice cream and 
lemonade, we’d have broke up the jam- 
boree right thar and let ’em go home. 
The fust thing they done was to start a 
Virginia reelin’, which I reckon is an 


The Way Out 


CHANGE OF FOOD BROUGHT SUCCESS AND 
HAPPINESS. 

An ambitious but delicate girl, after 
failing to go through school on account 
of nervousness and hysteria, found in 
Grape-Nuts the only thing that seemed 
to build her up and furnish her the 
peace of health. 

“From infancy,’’ she says, ‘‘I have 
not been strong. Being ambitious to 
learn at any cost I finally got to the 
High School, but soon had to abandon 
my studies on account of nervous pros- 
tration and hysteria. 

**My food did not agree with me, I 
grew thin and despondent. I could not 
enjoy the simplest social affair, for I 
suffered constantly from nervousness in 
spite of all sorts of medicines. 

“This wretched condition continued 
until I was twenty-five, when I became 
interested in the letters of those who 
had cases like mine and who were get- 
ting well by eating Grape-Nuts. 

“IT had little faith but procured a box 
and after the first dish I experienced a 
peculiar satisfied feeling that I had 
never gained from any ordinary food. I 
slept and rested better that night and in 
afew days began to grow stronger. 

“T had a new feeling of peace and 
restfulness. In a few weeks, to my 
great joy, the headaches and nervous- 
ness left me and life became bright and 
hopeful. I resumed my studies and 
later taught ten months with ease—of 
course using Grape-Nuts every day. It 
isnow four years since I began to use 
Grape-Nuts, I am the mistress of a 
happy home, and the old weakness has 
never returned.’’ Name given by the 
Postum Co., Battle Creek, Mich. 

“There's a reason.’’ Read the little 
book, ‘‘The Road to Wellville,’’ in pack- 
ages. 

Ever read the above letter? A 
new one appears trom time to 
time. They are genuine, true, and 
tall of human interest. 
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In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. 


imitation of how a person acts when he 
has got full of Virginia corn juice. Us 
country folks, we gathered around in the 
corners of the lawn and says nothin’— 
at least not so’s the city folks could 
hear. We thought they’d gone far 
enough with the Virginy trapsing, but 
we found we was plum mistaken. Some 
female says, says she, ‘Let’s chase the 
turkey around this lawn.’ Wall, there 
wasn’t any turkey, but there was some 
of the worst doin’s that was ever seen 
in Lapham’s Corners. I bein’ the elder, 
the members of the meetin’ house riz up 
unanimous and told me I’d got to stop 
them fireworks. After knockin’ a 
near-by table in order to bring silence, 
I spoke something ‘like this: ‘Brethern 
and sistern, this ver is the meetin’-house 
yard. Sech goin’s on as has happened 
here to-night has disgraced us all, and 
to make our consciences easy I shall 
take all the money we’ve rize here to- 
night and raise the insurance on the 
meetin’ house. I ain’t superstitious, 
but 1 don’t believe no building could 
stand to see what’s went on here to- 
night without either burnin’ up or get- 
tin’ struck by lightnin’ or havin’ coffee 
spilt on the vestry carpet. I hope you 
will now all go home and come again to 
the next lawn party we have and be as 
enthusiastic as ye was at this one.’ 

‘“‘Wall,’’ said Si, ‘‘the crowd they 
went home, and I guess they was 
ashamed of theirselves.”’ 

‘*Wall,’’ said Lem Beacher, who oc- 
cupied the only chair in the grocery 
store, ‘‘I never did believe in them ex- 
citin’ ways to make money for the 
meetin’ house. It’s much better to take 
up collections now and then, and if you 
can’t get along with them, get along 
with the old meetin’ house.’’ 

To that all the bysitters answered, 
‘“‘You’re right, Lem!’’ and Uncle Si 
bought his groceries, consisting of a 
package of tobacco, and went home to 
do the chores. —c. G. G. 


What is the Answer? 


It surely seems strange that man, 
said to be the noblest created object, 
should for one instant have a doubt of 
his ability to win a woman’s affection. 
Is he going to concede superior winning 
powers to that pop-eyed, pudding- 
shaped, pretzel-tailed pug dog? 


He Knew. 


Teacher—-‘‘Tommy, you are too great 
an idler. Do you know what becomes 
of people who won’t work?’’ 

Tommy—‘‘Yessum. They gets sup- 
ported by the rest o’ the family.’’ 


PND THE SECRET 


of Beauty of Complexion, Hands, 
and Hair in the constant use of 


CUTICURA SOAP 


and occasional use of 
Cuticura Ointment. No 
other emollients do so 


of the skin 
under all 
conditions. 


Sold throughout 

the world. Sam- 

ple of each free 

from nearest 

depot: Address 
“Cuticura.”"’ Dept. 72, London, Cape Town, Sydney, 
Calcutta, Bombay or Boston. 


HAVE YOU TRIED 


SCHULTZ 


GINGER ALE 
Particularly Prepared 
for Particular People 
From your dealer or sent direct 


CARL H. SCHULTZ 
430-444 First Ave., MY. City 




















from FRANCE 
EE THEM BEFORE PAVING! 
white hires 


‘> 





So hard they easil 
scratch a file and will cut glass. Bril 
fancy guaranteed 25 years. All mounted in 1x 
>“ solid di d ting Willsend you any style 
ring. pin orstud for examination—ali charges prepaid—no 
in advance. Write today for free i!!ustrated booklet, special prices 
* ring measure. WHITE VALLEY GEM CO, H773 Saks Bidg., Indianapolis. led 


ROMEIKE’ Press Cutting Bureau 


willsend you all newspaper clippings 

> which may appear about you, your 

friends, or any subject on wnich you may want to be “up 

to date.”” Every newspaper and periodical of importance 

in the United States and Europe is searched. Terma, 

$5.00 for 100 notices. HENRY ROMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh 
Avenue, New York. 


1,000 Island House 


ALEXANDRIA BAY 
Jefferson County, New York 


IN THE HEART OF THE THOUSAND 
ISLANDS 











In the most enchanting spot in all America, 
where nature’s charms are rarest, all the delights 
of modern civilization are added in the 1,000 
Island House. No hotel of the Metropolis pro- 
vides greater living facilities or such luxurious com- 
foit—real home comfort—as does this palatial 
Summer retreat. An amusement for every hour, 
or quiet, complete rest, is the choice of every guest. 


All Drinking Water used 
in the House is Filtered 


Send two 2-cent stamps for Illustrated Booklet 


0. G. STAPLIS, Proprietor 
HARRY PEARSON, Chief Clerk 











It will be appreciated. 





His Rival 
RYE HAS MORE NUTRITION pectin santeti ase 


b *‘And I’m glad I can have him, as ] 
than any other grain. By skilful distillation its remarkable can’t have you!”’ 


food quality makes it the Richest Product of the Still. **What are you getting at?’’ 
“‘At your feeble intelligence—strug., 
gling blindly in the dark— making you 


# UJ N ‘ bt kK jealous and horrid and suspicious of q 
comrade—your best friend !’’ 


‘“‘Tell me that sneak’s name, and [’I| 


kill him—I swear I will!’’ 
\ f **Sport!’’ 


Who's the Boss? 

‘Give me liberty or give me death!’ 
cried Patrick Henry. What’s that? 
. Liberty? Ah, yes! And just what is 
Sold at all first-class cafes and by jobbers. ™ LANAHANG 30" liberty? Well, liberty, according to the 
WM. LANAHAN & SON, Baltimore, Md. — small boy, is freedom to do what he 

wouldst; according to the employe, it is 
freedom from the dictation of a boss- 
said freedom from the dictation of a 
boss being also the honest voter’s opin- 


THE C HAM PAGNE ion of liberty. But do we want liberty? 
Or Rot TLE ) sia; Mankind—-say what you will—loves to 





with its Mature and Mellow Flavor is known as 


THE AMERICAN GENTLEMAN'S WHISKEY 


1) 
ALTIMORE RYE 








be bossed. The owner of the factory is 
bossed by his wife, who is bossed by 


| her cook, who is bossed by her police- 
| man friend, who is bossed by his rounds- 
man, who is bossed by the captain, who 


is bossed by the ward heeler, who is 
bossed by the party leader, who is bossed 
by the man with the coin, the same be- 
ing the owner of the factory who is 
bossed by his wife, and so on. 

In some essential, from the cradle to 
the grave, everybody is a boss and every- 
body is bossed. And this is the land of 
the free !—v. c. ¢ 


MILLER=—-MILWAUKEE 











Generally Happens That Way. 


THE KIND vour | Hokus—‘‘I wonder how it was that 


GRANDFATHER | old Methuselah lived so long.”’ 
USED Pokus—*‘Probably some woman had 


STILL THE BEST. | married him for his money.’’ 








Note style Yet to Come. 
of bottling Little Clarence (after a season of pro- 


. ; S 
THIS SUIT FREE pe i 5 found cogitation)—‘‘Paw-uh!’’ 
and ooh Outfit iM ra nt This is the Mr. Callipers—‘‘ Well, my son?”’ 
——— : WA D Guaranteed Little Carence—""Fam, why don't 


— this yn their 
OF F BRAINS mn SS Sriginel wane wear men’s whiskers on the 
Ga =e. |e ss 


“MADE AT KEY WEST.— The Reason. 


He rose to give the maid his seat, 
; And turned away with easy grace. 

* * *e “6 | 2 . 
Advertising of Advertising A taste that yes Oe recognize ’Twas not from impulse indiscreet, 
Everybody is talking about it and a smoothness that you will He rose to give the maid his seat. 

_~ Jud e and pore remember. You see, the car had reached his street, 
Weekl y doi it BERNHEIM DISTILLING CO. And, as he didn’t need the place, 

— Louisville, Ky. He rose to give the maid his seat, 

(See page 2) : And turned away with easy grace. 


ell Seat 

















—Corinne Rock 
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The Plumber. 


HE plumber fools away the time 
T In winter, when there’s work to do; 
ingummer, in some other clime, 

He fools away your money, too. 


Defined. 
“What’s a ‘moral victory,’ pa?”’ 
“Any fight you win where the loser 
gets all the money.”’ 


The Crux. 
She—‘‘Do you believe a man knows 
shen he is in love?’’ 


He—‘‘Yes; and he doesn’t know any- 


thing else.”’ 


A Black Hander. 
“Smith is a member of the Black 
Hand Society now.”’ 
“Great Scott! You don’t seriously 


mean’? — 
“Yep. Tinkers his auto himself. 


Becoming Oblivious. 

Mrs. Chat—‘‘I don’t believe you’ve 
hard a word I’ve been saying for the 
last half hour, John!”’ 

Chat—‘‘No, my dear. I’ve been cul- 
tivating absence of mind.”’ 


Except. 

Wiggs —-‘* After all, life is just a mat- 
ter of pay your money and take your 
choice, you know.”’ 

Diggs—‘‘ Yes; except when it’s a 
matter of pay your money and take 
your chance, instead.”’ 


His Way. 


“Dogmatic, isn’t he?’’ 

“Very! He makes a guess, concludes 
itis his unalterable opinion, states it 
aan established fact, and then wants 
fight anybody who does not agree 
with him.’’ 


Reversible. 
“Say, Uncle Zeke, have you been all 
the way to town and back so soon?’’ 
“No, sah; I ain't even got dah yit. 
Dis here mule got turned around in de 
mad, and 1 got to let him go back to de 
stable afo’ I kin reverse him.”’ 


In the Pie Belt. 

Guest—‘‘Bring me some breakfast 
food.” 

Waitress—‘* What kind?’”’ 

Guést—‘* What kind have you?’’ 

Waitress—‘* Pechapulblackrazkoknut- 
aeustard.’’ 

Guest—‘* All right. Bring it along.” 


5 Piquancy of a Sherbet is attained by using 
h of Abbott’ s Bitters. Sample of bitters by 
mis Ti in stamps. C. W. Abbott & Co., Balti- 


| 





~The Brown wenges 


keeps Pure Beer 


LOLOL OO | 


Pure ee 


SLLOLLLLLOLL LOL L LLL o 





“Schlitz in Brown Bottles” has a 
full, fine flavor which brings to you 
the taste of the barley and the hops. 


It has the sparkle and life due to 
a perfect yeast. 


- The freedom from germs shows 
careful sterilization. 


It does not cause biliousness or 
ferment in your stomach, 
as it 1s properly aged be- 


fore leaving the brewery. 


The Brown Bottle 


insures absolute protec- 
tion against the damaging 


effects of light. 


Order a case from your dealer 
today. See that crown or cork 


is branded “* Schlitz’’ 
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he Beer 
That Made Milwaukee Famous, 











The Whittier Inn New York Harhor 


An Ideal Hotel Home for Summer—Open from May to November 





The Inn is situated in a private park maintained by the local c 

Rooms with private bath and porch. 

Rooms are available in nearby cottages to those who prefer 
of the Inn being the same. 


: A clean broad beach with ample bathing facilities. ‘Tennis, baseball, rowing and sailing. 
Private boat service to and from New York City. Also frequent train service to Brooklyn. 
Telephone Garage 


A Delightful Place—Just 45 Minutes by Private Boat from New York 


Rates and Booklet Upon Application 





ottage c ommunity. 


them, service and privileges 
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Always Everywhere 


Apollinaris 


“THE QUEEN OF TABLE WATERS” 

















Hotel Imperial 


NEW YORK CITY 
Broadway at Thirty-first and Thirty-second Streets 


For convenience of location. 


For excellence of cuisine and efii- 
cient yet unobtrusive service 


“or comfortable and luxurious 
surroundings, not bizarre but 
elegant For its atmosphere 
of hospitality and a desire to 


cater to the comfort of our 


patrons 
The Imperial Cannot Be Excelled 


And in addition rates surprisingly 
reasonable should induce you 
to select the Imperial as your 
stopping place while in New York 


@ Hotel Imperial offers unusual attractions and ad- 
vantages to those desiring a convenient city residence. 
Rates for suites by season or year quoted on appli- 


cation to the Manager. 


Booklict with rates upon request 


ROBERT STAFFORD 


- COPELAND TOWNSEND 
Proprietor 


Manager 

















Opposite State House 





COMMONWEALTH HOTEL 


INC. 


Boston, Mass. 








Offers rooms with hot and cold water for $1. 


per day and up, which includes free use of 


shower baths. 


Nothing to equal this in New England 


Rooms with private baths for $1.50 per day 


and ub; suites of two rooms and bath for 
$4.00 per day and up. 
Cafe First-Ciass 


Dining Room and 
European Plan. 


Absolutely Fireproof 


Stone floors; nothing wood but the doors. 


Equipped with its own sanitary vacuum 


cleaning plant. 
Strictly a Temperance Hotel 
Send for Booklet 


STORER F. CRAFTS, General Manager 





Celebrated 

Hats 
FALL STYLES \\J | 
NOW ON SALE 








NEW YORK 
Chicago Philadelphia 
Agencies in Al! | 


Principal Cities 








Are You An Elk? 823,32 lv sp-0: 


filled with all the latest news and gossip of Elkdom, 
$1.50 per year 


National Elk’s Horn 


NORMAN M. VAUGHAN, Editor 





| Mercantile Building ST. LOUIS, MO. 


Every new subscriber receives a bank free. | 
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=. The Secret 
NSE at of its 
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Stories with Smiles 


Lacking in Poetry.—W. D. Howells at 
a luncheon at Kittery Point, saiq of 5 
certain popular novelist: 

‘There is about as much poetry ; 
him as there is in McMasters. a 

‘*McMasters, you know, was walking 
with a beautiful girl in a wild New 
England wood. 

***What is your favorite flower, Mp 
McMasters?’ the girl asked softly. 

*“‘McMasters thought a moment, the, 
cleared his throat and answered, 

“**Well, I believe I like the who 
wheat best.’ ’’—Exchange. 






























The Human Yardstick.—‘‘Golly, by 
I’s tired!’’ exclaimed a tall and thip 
negro, meeting a short and stout frien 
on Washington Street. 

‘*What you been doin’ to get tired?” 
demanded the other. 

**Well,’’ explained the thin one, dray. 
ing a deep breath, ‘‘over to Brother 
Smith’s dey are measurin’ de house for 
some new carpets. Dey haven’t got m 
yawdstick, and I’s just ezactly six feet 
tall. So to oblige Brother Smith, I's 
been a-layin’ down and a-gettin’ up all 
over deir house.’’— Youth’s Companion, 


A Happy Outlook.—In Detroit they 
tell of a young man who, although he 
made a great deal of money, was a: 
ways in debt because of his extrayw- 
gance. Not long ago, however, he 
wooed and won a young woman of great 
wealth, and immediately things took m 
a roseate hue. 

During the honeymoon the bride ver 
tured to ask hubby whether the fact 
that she had money made any difference 
to him. 

‘‘To be sure it does, my love,” was 
the unexpected response. 

Whereupon wifey was a bit alarmed. 
‘‘What difference?’’ she asked. 

‘Why, darling,’’ continued the bu 
band, ‘‘it is such a comfort to know that 
if I should die you’d be provided for.” 

‘‘And if I should die?’’ added th 
bride. 

‘‘Then, darling,’’ was the reply, “Td 
be provided for.’’—Lippincott’s. 


” 









Feared Music Disturbed Him.—It hap 
pened the other evening, and now a cer 
tain clubman is trying to figure out hor 
he will square things with his wife th 
next time he is ‘‘detained’’ downtow. 
He was not going home for dinner, a 
when his wife answered the telephon 
he said, 

‘‘Don’t wait for me at dinner thi 
evening, dear. I shall be detained @ 
business.’’ 

‘*Very well,’’ she replied. ‘‘I’msom 
you can’t come home; but business" 
business, 1 suppose. Where are j# 
now ?’’ 

“Where am I? In my offee, # 
course. I have had a very busy day. 

‘It’s too bad you have to work ® 
hard, George. But tell me something 

‘*Yes, dear. What is it?’’ . 

“How can you keep your mind ®@ 
business with the orchestra playing 
‘Every Little Movement’?”’—Kan@ 
City Star. 
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Passing the Mustard 


Velocitv. —Teacher—‘‘What i3 veloc- 
ity, Johnny ?”” 
| Poetry jn Johnny—‘‘Velocity is what a fellow 
lets go of a wasp with.’’—Pathfinder. 































































































































as walking 
wild New ° 6e7? 

A Hint.—Miss ae I’m never 
flower, happy unless I’m breaking into song. 
oftly, > Bright young man—‘‘Why don’t you | 
ment, then | get the key and you won’t have to break | 
ed, in?’—New Orleans Times-Democrat. | 
the whole 

All Mabel Knows.—‘‘Mabel is en- NSS : Z 

=? | —_—— toesery Wwe NY 

Golly, but Oe Whom to?’’ Ny — 
| and thin “She doesn’t say in her letter. All | : Ss 











tout friend that she knows so far is that his first 
name is Frank.’’—Detroit Free Press. 























et tired?” 

















Might Have Been a Hint.—Amateur 
one, draw. mist—‘‘I think you are going to be 
‘0 Brother married twice.’’ 
house for f  Young lady—‘‘You think! Well, I’d | 
n't gotm rather you were sure I was guing to be 





ly six feet married once.’’—Boston Transcript. 
Smith, I's 

tin’ up all ' : 
‘om panion, Sinister Purpose.—‘‘Why did you in- 


sist on having your wife join the Suffra- 


, lub?’’ 
troit they gette Clu ’ 


| 2 
“Because,”’ replied Mr. Meekton | 
ome » grimly, ‘‘I want to see that Suffragette | UW WeEI1S 
y, wae Club get all the trouble that’s coming to - 
ATTIRE A RAE RE A NT LICE 








= it.”—-Washington Star. 
in of great 3 . 
gs took on A Sure Sign.—‘‘So he took you out Th Wi ld Fi B | | B 
. auto riding the other evening?”’ é Or KY avorite ott. é €er 
bride ven- “Yes. What of it?’’ 
- the feet “Do you think he is in love with - 9 
ond fa! ’ | What made it 

“I think so. I know that every time at ma e | SO q=™= 
love,” was I spoke to him, the auto tried to climb a 

tree or jump a fence.’’—Houston Post. 

ee LI d PURI 
: QUALITY an ry 
1 the hue Subtraction. -- Aunt Dorothy—‘‘How 
know that many commandments are there, 


ted ae Sokeny (glibly)—“Ten.” 173,184,600 Bottles sold in 1911. 


Aunt Dorothy—‘‘ And now suppose you 








eply, “Ti were to break one of them?”’ 
"9 ; Johnny (tentatively)—‘‘Then there’d 
— Bottled only at the Home Plant in St. Louis 
.—It hap 
now a cer The Trouble.—‘‘ Why were you absent 


re out how from school yesterday, Grace?’’ asked | Anheuser-Busch Brewery 


3 wife the the teacher. 
downtown. “Please, teacher, muvver was sick.’’ St. Louis, Mo. 
linner, and The teacher, who is afraid of conta- 
telephone gion, asked, 
“What is the matter with her? What — 
inner this does the doctor say it is?’’ 
etained @ “Please, teacher, he says it’s a boy.’ 

















Advertising of Advertising 


—Harper’s Magazine. 3 Seo Tel Me. 2 5 
‘“1'm sort ec 4 ee Tal o. 33 on page 
usiness Three of a Kind.—‘‘So they are mar- a S of this issue. 
> are yo ried?”’ | 














“Yes; they were married last Friday 





offee, “Hin Rast ‘Liver » .- d in P °S HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 
= . ‘Iverpool. 1e€ gooaness 1n Fears 90a 
sy ed “He is a champion golfist, I under- aS Bt P ‘PAPER WAREHOUSE 
sthing y a isan an tidote for all bad com- Branch dienes Fhe Geet tow York 
oer “Yes, he’s a champion golfist.’’ | ‘ ALL KINDS OF PAPER MADE TO ORDER 
mind — » girl?’’ plexions. | aii an Nm a as Rein EO 
: ’ $8 a champion bridge player.’”’ VARICO SE VEIl N o BAD LEGS, 
a playing “ . een - 5 > | . ETC. 
Reet — do they propose to live? 9 it or goodness sake use Pears. are promptly relieved with inexpensive home treatment. 
ith the bride’s father. He’s a | It absolutely pomeves the pain, ouelting. tiredness and 
champion bricklayer. — Pittsburgh Post. | Sold in America and elsewhere. } Ww. v Youn pe D. fitempe st 53 a. besten: Mass. 
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Absolutely will 
Breaks down 


PPLIED directiy on the face—lathers freely and instantly. 
not dry on nor smart the face—contains no free caustic. 
the beard without the usual “rubbing in.” Extremely economical—100 shaves 
per tube—no waste. Sanitary, antiseptic. 


MENNEN’S SHAVING CREAM is not the hasty product 
of a day, but the result of three years’ careful investigation 
and experimenting. The name Mennen is behind the cream. 


For sale everywhere, 25c Sample tube, Free 


GERHARD MENNEN COMPANY 14 Orange Street, Newark, New Jersey 

















